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entering the room he stepped on a mirror 
two chairs and a small table jutted from the rug 
hanging from the wall on his left 
a bright light stuck straight out between the
windows on the right 
the bureau and bed lay on their sides 
against the wall opposite him 
on the floor apart from the broken mirror 
were two paintings a block print and a calendar 
he looked again at the windows 
they were filling in like mud in a puddle 
only this mud was white —  ceiling-white 
in panic he turned to the door 
it was turning onto its side 
he heard the click and screamed 
but there was no one around for miles
—  Ottone M. Riccio
Red Herring
Fragment from "The Disembraining of the City"
Nearly naked in her 
diaphanous dress, 
a kind of phthisic 
radiance emanated 
through her pale and 
easily bruised skin.
Reminding one rather 
of a chicken defeathered 
arsehole end up.
—  George Zabriskie
Harpers Ferry, West Va.
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